95. IN YERAVDA JAIL
When I was transferred to the Yeravda Jail, I had
taken quantities of slivers with me to last me through
the five months of imprisonment which I had still to
undergo. But, the Government soon brought Vallabh-
bhai Patel also to Yeravda.1 There was only a wall
between him and us, but we could not meet him. Bapu
felt this deeply. He often said: "Look how this Govern-
ment is annoying us! They have brought Vallabhbhai
all the way from Sabarmati, and kept him so near that
we can even hear his voice sometimes. And yet, we
cannot meet him! What fun does the Government
get out of this, I wonder?" Those who saw Bapu from a
distance could perceive in this only his noble patience.
But those who had the privilege of knowing him inti-
mately knew well the intensity of his love and the
depth of his pain when that love was wounded. As
Bapu walked in the prison courtyard, his thoughts
strayed continuously to him who sat behind that divi-
ding wall.
One day, Major Martin, the Jail Superintendent,
brought a note from Vallabhbhai: -"I have run out
of slivers. Please send me some if you can." Vallabh-
bhai was a champion spinner. Whenever he had a
spare moment, he spent it either in pacing his room
to and fro like a lion in his cage, or in spinning. His
mother, too, had a passion for spinning. Even her
blindness could not keep her away from her beloved
charkha (spinning wheel). The people of her household
1 This was sometime in August 1930.
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